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Of all kinds of reading, Biography is the most instructive and entertaining. 
, Leuwenbergius. 


The affecting history of Gapriet Gap, with a striking and 
elegant full-length Portrait: 
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Roll went the drum, and the fife play’d sweetly. 
Modern Song. 
GapriEt Gap was as honest and as ignorant a wood-chop- 
per, as ever popped his head out of bed in a raw frosty morn- 
ing. Those who lived in the village of about the year 
1799, will remember the white eyes and straight hair—the 
broad and grinning mouth—the felt hat, wanting a top—and 
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the coat, lacking a sleeve anda skirt, which made up the ex- 
terior of this personage. His mind was equally well garnish- 
ed with his outward man. He could read, it was true,—but 
that he was much edified by any, even the most profound, of 
his studies—is more than his impartial biographer will venture 
to affirm. He once could write—but the characters were 
equally mysterious to Gabriel and the reader. At a free 
school, when a youth, he could make a caricature of the mas- 
ter’s copy, dimly discernible through blots snd dirt,—but 
having never been taught to read writing, the profound senti- 
ment which the shid copy contained, like the jewel in the 
toad’s head, was concealed from a curiosity not the most ea- 
ger to discover it. An injudicious application of a small wil- 
low stick to the back of this hopeful pupil perfected his dislike 
to such abstruse literature, and he could not understand why 
he should be flogged for having attempted—when the fingers 
of his right hand. were cramped by holding his pen—to finish 
his fac-simile with.bis left. 

The death of his mother—the only parent he ever knew— 
released him from his mental and bodily thraldom ; and with 
his axe on his shoulder—the only heir-loom he inherited and 
the only implement he could use (not excepting even his pen,) 
he sallied forth into the wide world. I say wide world, because 
it was as wide to him as to any poor hero or cast-off damsel of 
romance. But as high-minded poverty, with the world before 
it, soon gets intoa Gaol, and as sentimental misfortune with 
its wholesale breeze of sighs is usually soon snugly shut up— 
so Gabriel’s consciousness of independence and reveries of 
bliss were, like the buoyant vapours of a steam-boat, sudden- 
ly condensed and reduced to a drop—that drop was a drop of 
whiskey. 

Now “ ye who listen with credulity to the whispers of fan- 
cy’’* &c. &. attend to the History of Gasriet Gap. 

The conduet of the Turks did once—as every body knows— 
draw the United States into a war with Tripoli. The little 
navy of the country was ordered to be fitted out for the Medit- 


* The Commiencement of Johnson’s Rasselas. 
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terranean. The brave Captain Cartridge of the Marines on 
board the Essex had sent an indefatigable drummer—a fifer 
of eminence—and a serjeant of marines, to whom no adjec- 
tive can do justice, to beat up for volunteers on shore. 

Toa New-England man Yankee Doodle is the most inspir- 
ing musick that ever imposed on the ear, or elevated the soul 
of rustick simplicity, This national air of his country, to- 
gether with the white pantaloons, black gaiters, tasselled caps 
and leather queues of two journeymen tailors, three black- 
smiths and a shoe-maker—all of whom had been regularly in- 
ducted into the marine corps—dazzled the rarefied imagina- 
tion of this last representative of the Gap family. The expe- 
rienced eye of Serjeant Belt failed not to observe the delight- 
ed astonishment, and the broad shoulders of Gabriel. He 
spake kindly to his men—dismissed them for refreshment— 
and, enquiring of this “* raw material” ofa soldier the time of 
day, invited him in to drink success to the glorious enterprize 
in which his jolly gang were engaged. Pleased with the first 
civil words which had ever been directed to him—grateful for 
the kindness of a well dressed man to one who had experienced 
nothing but the contempt of the little world with which he was 
acquainted—a poor and pennyless lad to whom misfortune 
had never taught prudence and on whom attention had never 
before, either for good or bad purpose, been bestowed,— 
with a blush on his cheek at his own pitiful appearance, and 
adrop in his eye, notin reality but in prospect, he followed the 
bold serjeant into the grog-shop. The mirth of the company 
completed what the politeness of the officer had begun—and 
about “ three fingers”’ of gin with the requisite quantity of wa- 
ter so refined the naturally classick mind of Gabriel, that he 
relished with great glee the following Song, sung by one of 
the marines : 

THE TOP OF THE WAVE. 
I. 


THO?’ now we are sluggish and lazy on shore, 
Yet soon shall we be where the wild tempests roar, 

Where the winds thro’ the hoarse sounding cordage shall rave, 
And fling the white foam from the fop of the wave, 
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II. 
Yes, soon o’er the waters the Essex shall sweep, 
As she bears all the thunders of war o’er the deep, 
While the hands that are hard and the hearts that are brave, 
Shall give the bold frigate the top of the wave. 


Il. 
And tho’ some one among us may never return, 
His comrades shall sorrow, his mess-mates shall mourn ; 
Tho’ his body may lie in a watery grave, 
His spirit shall rise to the top of the wave. 


IV. 
Then a health to John Adams, and long may he reign 
O’er the mountain, the valley, the shore and the main ; 
May he have the same breeze, that to Washington gave 
Yn his cruise o’er the waters, the top of the wave. 


(To be resumed hereafter.) 
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Messrs. Editors, 


Ever since the invitation you gave us in your first number, 


{ have had a desire to become one of your correspondents. 
I have been one of the very first to get hold of your numbers 
as they came out ;—have read all the poetry,—the piece about 
Euphemia,—the letter by somebody who calls himself Con- 
cinnus,—the paragraph about Walter Scott,—and I don’t 
know but some other parts of the prose pieces. Sincerity 
obliges me to tell you that although you have some things that 
are well enough, yet on the whole, the Microscope has not 
been what we had a right to expect from gentlemen of your 
pretensions. Your sober pieces are shamefully intellectual. 
One might read such things a month, ! had almost said, with- 
out getting pensive,—certainly without half as much agitation 
as in running over the tamest scene in any romance on my 
shelf. Not a word about marriage—and scarcely a single re- 
ference to any of the authors that we know any thing about. 
Why need you have gone back half way to the dark ages for 
poets to shew your critical skill upon? You admit that Mil- 
ton and Dryden and all that tribe have gone out of fashion; 
and you had better have let them remain so. If your two 
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critical papers had been employed in pointing out the fine 
passages in the Tales of the Hall, (by the way, are not these 
most beautiful?) or even in interpreting some of the broad 
Scotch in Old Mortality, I should certainly have read them. 
This Scotch is delightful, as itis ; but I have no doubt it would 
be a great deal more so, if you could put us in the way of 
understanding it. ‘The next time you undertake to criticise, 
do let us hear something about Hogg’s Brownie, and Gio- 
vanno Sbogarro. 

You must give me leave, Messrs. Editors, to speak my 
sentiments with some freedom, in regard to that letter of Con- 
cinnus. It is my serious belief that he has grossly imposed on 
you. It will be but too apparent, at least to readers of dis- 
cernment, that he has concealed an attack under the mask of 
vindication. How could you, after such sober protestations 
that you are no “ women-haters,”? lend your aid in branding 
with an odious epithet, already too current, almost the only 
young gentlemen in town who treat us with any sort of civi- 
lity,—perhaps I might say, who devote a single thought to us? 
Certainly on reflection you must feel that this conduct is un- 
generous, anddemands an apology, not only to the injured 
persons who are the immediate objects of. it, but to all the 
fashionable part of your fair readers. I shall at least insist on 
your publickly avowing that among all the indirect abuse in 
that letter, there was nothing pointed at Mr. ***. If you do 
not, I and half a dozen of my acquaintance are determined to 
have nothing more to do with you. 

J understand perfectly what he means by those insinuations 
about “ loquacity,” and “ liking light talk ;”? and declare once 
for all, that it is none of his business. Very probably he is 
himself one of those ‘‘ learned book-worms who are continual- 
ly broaching ideas;?? but if he will broach things that we 
know nothing about, who is to blame if we do give him to un. 
derstand, that we are better pleased with other company | 
There was one of this stamp, who called at our house the othe: 
evening. He had not been in conversation fifteen minutes, 
before he introduced a quotation from Dr. Young ; and actu- 
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ally asked sister M. which she thought the most nervous,— 
the style of Junius (this is the name, is it not?) or that of the 
Rambler. Was not this insufferable ? 

But there is another and surer blow which I fear he intended 
to aim at us through the sides of his own sex. In publishing 
that catalogue of decency forbids me to repeat what, on 
the top of p. 35, and that too with glaring initials, does he not 
know that he has been a shameful betrayer of secrets? That 
he has excited a curiosity about what nine people in ten 
(I mean among the gentlemen,) would otherwise never have 
known the existence of? A curiosity which, if once raised, 
nobody can tell where it will end ? 

But I am frightened to see to what a length this letter has 
grown. ‘There are several other subjects on which you may 
expect to hear from me hereafter; but I shall have no time to 
attend to them tillafter Election. There isa great deal to do, 
you must be sensible, before such times. Mr. *** is one of 
the managers: he says we shall beat the students in point of 
numbers; and we certainly shall in every thing else. 

Iam &c. 
LAURA. 
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For the Microscope. 
THE PARTING OF WILLIAM AND MARY. 


‘¢ WE part, perhaps to meet no more— 
To distant lands from thee I go ; 
Far-far beyond the ocean’s roar 
For thee my tears will ever flow. 


An exile from my native land, 

I long must plow the raging main : 
Alas! no Mary’s gentle hand 

Shall soothe my bosom’s inward pain. 


Thou weep’st, my love ;—how dear these tears 
What treasures to thy William’s heart : 

They banish all his anxious fears— 

They blant the point of sorrow’s dart— 
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They tell me Mary loves me still 
And grieves to bid her last adieu. 
Oh, guard her, Heav’n! from ev’ry ill 
And keep her to her William true.” 


¢ 


~~ 


And wilt thou, William! think no more, 
When far beyond the raging main, 

How Mary lingers on this shore 

And strains to catch thy sail in vain. 


Oh, William! let thy wishes rise 
And send them o’er the wave to me: 
The Pow’r, that rules in yonder skies, 
Will hear the vows of constancy.” 


‘¢ Yes! I will think when far away 
How thou art weeping on this shore ; 
Dark be the hour, and curst the day 
When I shall muse on thee no more. 


But hark ! the signal ! we must part :-— 
While life remains let us be true ; 

Yes ! tho’ I feel a bursting heart, 

I now must bid my last adieu.” 


Her drooping head his Mary laid 
Upon the youth she lov’d so well; 
He gently kiss’d the sinking maid 
And breath’d upon her lips farewell; 


Then tore him from her fond embrace 

And dash’d the tear-drops from his eye— 
Just gaz’d upon her angel-face ; 

Then turn’d and mark’d the streamers fly. 


He shouted, as he leap’d on board, 

To hide his bosoms inward pain : 

The sails were set—the loud winds roar’d— 
The ship plow’d foaming to the main. 
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For the Microscope. 
A TRIBUTE TO THE BRAVE. 


Tho’ furl’d be the banner of blood on the plain 
And rusted the sabre once crimson’d with gore, 
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Tho’ hush’d be the raven that croak’d o’er the slain 
And calm’d into silence the battle’s loud roar ; 


Tho’ Peace with her rosy smile gladden the vales 

And commerce unshackled dance over the wave, 
Tho’ music and song may enliven the gales 

And Joy crown with roses and myrtle the brave ; 


Like spirits that start from the sleep of the dead, 

Our heroes shall rouse—when the larum shal] blow : 
Then Freedom’s broad flag on the wind sliall be spread 
And Valour’s sword flash m the face of the foe. 


Our Eagle shall rise "mid the whirlwinds of war 
And dart thro’ the dun cloud of battle his eye— 
Shall spread his wide wings on the tempest afar 
O’er spirits of valour that conquer or die. 


And ne’er shall the rage of the conflict be o’er 

And ne’er shall the warm blood of life cease to flow 
And still ’mid the smoke of the battle shall soar 
Our Eagle—till scattered and fled be the foe. 


When peace shall disarm war’s dark brow of its frown 
And roses shall bloom on the soldier’s rude grave— 
Then Honour shall weave of the laurel a crown, 
That Beauty shall bind on the brow of the brave. 
ALFRED. 
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For the Microscope. 


HOPE—A FRAGMENT. 
There is a form, 
Whose brightly beaming eye 
Disperses from the sky 
Life’s gloomy storm : 


Around her brow celestial radiance plays ; 

Tler candid vestments shine with dazzling light : 

A thousand twinkling gems, like stars of night, 

In virtue’s zegis on her bosom. blaze. 

She speaks—and tones of heav’nly harmony 

Flow thro’ the air and tremble on the gale ; 

The mourner raises his desponding eye 

And the heart-broken maid remits her wail— 

’Tis Hope, who bending from her native skies 

Bids thro? death’s dreary vale delicious beauties rise. C. 
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